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sound in the court. Outside, down on the shore,
the net had been hauled in, and the fish sold. Not
a living being could be seen now, except an old
fisherman sitting by a broken canoe, and looking
out over the waters of the bay. The wind had died
away, and sea and jungle lay still and silent under
the afternoon sun. The court seemed very small
now, suspended over this vast and soundless world
of water and trees. Babun became very afraid in
the silence. The judge began to write; no one else
moved, and the only sound in the world seemed to
be the scratching of the pen upon the paper. At
last the judge stopped writing. He looked at Babun,
and began to read out his judgment in a casual, in-
different voice, as if in some way it had nothing to
do with him. The interpreter translated it sentence
by sentence to Babun.
"There is almost certainly something behind this
case which has not come out. There is, I feel, some
ill-feeling between complainant and accused. The
complainant impressed me most unfavorably. But
the facts have to be considered. There can be no
doubt that complainant's things were found hidden
in the house in which accused lives, and that the box
was found in the jungle behind the house. The evi-
dence of the Korala is obviously trustworthy on
these points. There is clear evidence, too, that a